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6/30 

Today was somewhat 
eventful. While visiting 
the tower, listening to 
Mayor Winfield attempt 
to have some meeting, 

a fellow named 
Nathaniel appeared. 

He wandered about the 
tower for a while, until 
folks finally started 
talking with him. It 
seems he was a spy 

sent to seek out what 
Uziel and his cronies 
were attempting. He 

was obviously not very 
good, as he was 

caught quickly. 
However, one of the 
servants of the evil 
ones left his cage 
unlocked and he 

managed to steal a 

comm crystal. While 
everyone listened, it 
was turned on and we 
heard the voices of the 
foul ones. It seems 
Uziel did have a lot of 
help. 


Varra Darkmaere made 
her voice known, as did 


Lord Darius. I was a bit 
suprised that folk such 
as these would need 

my voice for anything, 
but tis not wise to fully 
understand evil folks 
and their intentions. 
They mentioned that 

my voice was held ina 
box that Varra held. 
They talked of a ‘HER’, 
though who that might 

be was not mentioned. 
After Varra discovered 
the working crystal, she 
destroyed it, and sent 
Aeis Fen to rid them of 
Nathaniel, which was 
done fairly quickly. The 
poor fellow had nary a 
second’s warning 

before he died, though 
several good folk tried 
to keep him safe. I 
somewhat know the 
feeling. 


After that, I determined 
who it was that was 
having problems, it was 
Cylitheria. She had 
babbled something 

about me being a key, 
just as Uziel did. Ah 
well. I tried to get folk 
to 

head to Yew after that, 
as I`d been sent a 
message that there 

was a battle. After 
reaching the graveyard, 
I found it to be very 
true, as the ground was 
littered with bodies and 
dead monsters. I tried 
to help some with the 
remainder, but was 
unsure as to who was 
Fighting who. Found out 


later that Dragar had 
found and taken 

another piece of armor, 
with great loss of life. 
almost couldn’t stand 
the stench at times. My 
new friend thought this 
was a sign of the final 
battle, and convinced 
me to try to recall to 
the 

entrance, which I 
managed to do with 

great difficulty. Twas a 
mistake, I feel horrible. 
And it was not the time. 
He feels I'ma key as 
well, but I ama bit 
dubious. They did 
manage to annoy 

Dragar, however. I`m 
hopeful we shall find 
the answer. 


My friends have been 
supportive, I hope 
these evil folks stop 
this nonsense soon, as 
I hate to impose on 
them. 


7/1 

Quite the boring eve, 
though my stomach 

has been queasy from 
yesterday. We ‘talked’ 

of possibilities for what 
they wish; Corran 

keeps worrying me, as 

he constantly wants to 
jump into gates and 

deal with the issue 
directly. I never want 
my friends to die 
needlessly. We did 

drop by the dark spire... 
seems they gained 
caskets from the 

dragon Skorr. I wonder 


at their price. 


7/4 

Well, my impairment 
doesn’t mean I can't 

die just as easily. 
Destard was an 
interesting diversion. I 
always enjoy a hunt 

with Sil, and we did 
quite well at first; but 
without good healing 
from my side, I fell 
pretty quickly to the 
second drake. Their 
fireballs seem tougher 
than I remember. I 
managed to get to the 
shrine and return to life, 
but then died to 

another drake nearby. I 
returned as a shade 
several times, but Sil 
just couldn`t handle two 
or three drakes. I finally 
wandered, watching 

two mages killing two 
dragons (I wondered 

why they wouldn’t walk 
around the ledge) then 
walked to Dragar’s lair 
and wandered through 

it. Interesting names for 
dragons. I shall have to 
research them 

sometime. Still nothing 
on my voice, I begin to 
despair I shall get it 
back. 


7/5 

Good and bad, well, 
mostly bad. A pigeon 
told me to stay around 
the ladies` tavern for 
the night, and I did. 
Finally I and my friends 
were rewarded with the 
appearance of 


Cylitheria (who 
seemed... strange) and 
Varra. Rydian and 
Leonhart were 

cavorting about as well, 
seemingly in some new 
distaste with each 
other. I stood by Varra, 
demanding my voice 

back as best I could. 
She teased me for a 

bit, but it was obvious 
their plan was to return 
it. As I felt my voice 
return, I nearly shook 
with rage at their 
disruption; I was very 
close to trying to slap 
the woman. If it had 
been Uziel, I may well 
have.... 


No... tis not my way. In 
any case, Varra 
continued to taunt, 
telling the already 
upset Cyl that Varra 

had killed Fraggle the 
monk. In uncontrollable 
rage, Cyl ran forward 
with her dagger to kill 
Varra. I tried to sing my 
forest song to calm her 
down... but it went so 
wrong... 


The tones, the sound... 
sounded like death. 


I could not stop the evil 
song, I wrote it below 
as I remembered it... 


"Darkest night 
blackest fire 
bringest thee 
mine heart’s desire. 


Foolish world 


thy blood partake 
deadly lust 
thy esh shall slake. 


Return the spawn 

from her place of sleep 
Return the spawn 

her enemies to weep. 


The dark sister shall 

rise 

the blacken the day 

the light sister shall fall 
in graveyard to lay. 


return dark sister 
your body awaits... 
return dark sister 
your body awaits.” 


I could not stop singing. 
As it went on, Cyl 
shuddered and 

moaned, something 
happening to her; I 
tried to stop the sounds 
but they continued no 
matter what I did. I felt 
nauseous, then felt 
something... release? 
That*s the only way to 
describe it. As the last 
notes of that horrible 
melody «ew away, I fell 
to the ground. And.... 
the old Cylitheria 
regained her body, 
crowing in delight. She 
grabbed the lady 

Kyleria, as several 
friends crowded around 
me to try to help. They 
disappeared; I later 
found out the poor lady 
had been tortured. 
Leonhart did not take 
that well at all. Not that 
I blame him. I found it 
interesting Rhydian 


was of the wraiths 
now.... 


After thinking back, 
some of the memories 
of... what had 
happened came to me. 
Back at the auction in 
Corwyn months ago, 
Cylitheria had been 
removed by the gods 
for some transgression. 
Part of the evil was 
keyed to me for some 
reason. Her good side 
was all that remained. 
At some point, my 

songs woke up the evil, 
and it managed to 
persuade Uziel, Varra, 
and Lord Darius to 
capture my voice in 
order to break the lock 
and release... it. 


And now... now. My 
voice has been 
tainted... I hope I can 
remove the taint... 
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